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Fabien, already clearer-sighted than his mother, found this
characteristic of her childhood's friend at once attractive and
terrifying. He hung about the alluring visitor whose error was,
to all seeming, invincible. No argument had the slightest effect
on her. It was as though she had no part nor lot in the sin of
idam, as though her tiny, isolated destiny were moving to its
predestined end in a world that knew nothing of redemption.
God could appeal neither to her heart nor to her reason; not
but what she was a philosopher and prided herself on a liking
for abstract ideas.

She had, all the same, when she was staying with the Dezay-
meries, to acquiesce in Friday fasts and Sunday observances.
"But why," sh$ would say, half joking, half in earnest, "but why
make life gloomier than it is already?" To such remarks Therese
would reply by pointing out how useless it was to shut one's
eyes to the fact that the world is a place full of suffering, to
which Christ alone can give meaning and value. The Irish girl
merely kughed and gave her dear friend a kiss.

She was fonder of Fabien than of Joseph, and marked her
preference by Constant fondlings. Only a superstitious, a morbid,
craving for contrast could explain the attraction which, twice
every year, brought this lover of beauty into a cribbed and
Jansenist provincial home. She would descend upon it with a
flapping of weary wings. No doubt an emotional loyalty which
nothing could altogether destroy had something to do with her
behaviour. She might be the slave of her desires, but it so
happened that some of her desires were good. Her first and
perhaps her only really pure passion had found its object in a
young girl. Each year she wandered back to this clear source of
refreshment, known only to herself, and bathed her hot hands
and painted face in its icy waters.

But a year came when, unknown to herself, a change of
emphasis took place in that love which had the power to bring
her back from the far places of Europe. Was it for Therise
Dezaymeries that she came, or for the boy who once, on a July
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